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"Do you mind if I go off now to see my doctor?" I
pointed out that it was an odd hour and day (a Saturday)
on which to make such an appointment, and asked
why the doctor did not visit her at the finishing-
school.

And I learnt afterwards the "doctor" had pointed
patent-leather shoes, nice well-oiled hair, competed in
the hand-kissing championship held annually in the Bois
de Boulogne, and would be first on the floor when the
the dansant began at four-thirty.

At the Marignan Theatre was a French film the beauty
of which induced the Marquis de Casa Maury to bring
it at once to London to the Curzon Cinema. Mayerling
recalls the tragedy of the Emperor Franz Joseph's son,
Archduke Rudolph, and the lovely seventeen-year-old
Austrian Baroness Marie Vetsera. It took place in 1889
at the royal hunting-lodge outside Vienna, and for years
no reference was allowed to be made to it in Court
circles or among the Austrian nobility.

Whenever I see deserted avenues of trees, with moss-
covered gates and a weedy drive, and a shuttered cMteau
looking bare and lonely at the end of it, I think that its
unhappiness may come from such a tragedy as happened
at Mayerling.

Somebody has just asked me if I have not got tired
of seeing so much snow in my wanderings: there was
some slight hesitation before replying (only out of
loyalty to the snow resorts), "I don't think so." Snow
is very beautiful in the sunshine and in the moonlight,
yet it conceals a wealth of beauty beneath its mantle:
I am quite happy, instead, to see murky, rainy skies, and
to return to owling about in the slushy dusk of a London
evening.